louder. Parfen Nikitich, the undertaker, stood in the doorway, thumbs
in his waistcoat pockets, and he was laughing because even a quarrel
meant something interesting so long as you did not have to take sides in
it. But his laughter annoyed the women. Both of them forgot the
saucepan and turned on the man. How dared he laugh? Was it funny?
They screamed at him, he vanished into his room, and they were at it
again. The midwife threatened Dasha's mother with the Domkom, a
summons, and at least a year at a labour camp. Anna Trofimovna wept
all the more noisily.

'This is worse than theft... This is murder. You die if you can't eat,
and what can I eat now you have taken my saucepan away?' Olga
Semenovna was shouting just when Frossia mounted the stairs. She
stood, listened, and said that Olga Semenovna might use her saucepan.

Anna Trofimovna wiped her eyes and looked grateful, but the mid-
wife bridled up. She was in need of no charity, she shrieked, she merely
wanted her rights.

Dasha's mother whimpered:

'Need you go on like that? Euphrosynia Pavlovna spoke out of the
goodness of her heart. And I did not do it on purpose. Who would
spoil a good saucepan on purpose?'

'You should have stayed to watch it. What am I to do now? I come
home, and I have no supper to comfort me------*

Frossia went into the kitchen and rummaged on the shelf behind the
pitta.

'Here you are, Olga Semenovna. Please. I am not lending it to you.
I am giving it. I have a pannikin, I can do without a saucepan------*

The midwife grumbled:

'This is very small. Its quality is not as good as mine, but I will take

it__Oh, these are hard days when your happiness depends on an old

saucepan------'

Anna Trofimovna managed to smile, Frossia felt happier, and Olga
Semenovna continued examining the despised gift when Zolperich
stood in his doorway, a real aluminium saucepan in his hands. It looked
so new and shining that the two women eyed it suspiciously.

'This is from Berlin. You are welcome to it,' he spoke politely and
handed it over to Olga Semenovna, and Dasha's mother murmured:
'Now the world is not without kindly folk, is it?' when a terrible thing
happened: Olga Semenovna seized the saucepan, flung it against the
wall, and shouted:
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